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SPRING
I A M full of turbulent anger against myself:
For the spring promises life,
And joy is to be shouted
Over the populous hills,
For the sound of the blackbird chuckling in the bushes.
For the sight of the thrush and the move of the river swans.
God has walked with his hand on the breast of spring,
He has touched with his golden feet
Where shall be the yellow flowers
And the stairway of the sun,
Where his hand and hers have met in a yearly blending,
And yet my lips are closed and dull of song.
Brother Adam, and Eve my sister, with you
I hide my shame away
In the quiet of a garden
Where godliness comes not.
In repentance I retire with my hands aroundyour shoulders,
Adam's and Eve's, uncovered and ashamed.
For spring is a dawn when the sins of the night spring up
Like unforgotten dreams:
When the soul of a man is heavy,
And the Mother of all is sad
For his futile waste, for Sisyphus and Ixion
With boulder and wheel most miserable in Spring.
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